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last time at the spot where once her youth had blossomed.
The neglected yard was a mournful sight with the charred
beams of the sheds, the blackened ruins of the stoves and
the house foundations. Then she quietly took her way down a
side-turning.

With every day Natalia got better. Her legs grew stronger,
her shoulders rounded out, her body was flooded with a
healthy fulness. Soon she began to assist her mother-in-law
in the housework. -As they bustled about the stove they
talked for long stretches at a time.
One morning Natalia said with a hint of anger in her
voice .
" And when will it all end ?   I'm sick at heart! "
" You'll see, it won't be long before our people cross the*
Don again/' Ilinichna confidently answered.
" But how do you know, mother ? "
" My heart feels it."
ct So long as our cossacks are safe and sound ! God forbid
that any of them should be killed, or wounded. . . . Grisha's
so reckless. ..." NataJia sighed.
" I don't think anything will happen to them. God isn't
without pity. Our old man promised to try to cross and visit
us, but I expect he's got put off by something. If he was
to come you could go back with him to your man.
Our villagers are holding positions opposite the village.
While you were still lying unconscious I went one morning ~
at dawn down to the Don to fetch water, and I heard
Anikushka shouting across the river : f Greetings, old lady !
A greeting from your old man ! * "
tf But where's Grisha ? " Natalia cautiously asked.
" He's in the rear commanding them all," Ilinichna
naively answered.
" But where is he commanding them from ? "
" It must be from Vieshenska. There's nowhere else he
could do it from."
Natalia was silent for a moment. Ilinichna looked across
at her, and asked anxiously:
*c But what's the matter ?  What are you crying for ? "